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"Hey, Saul, watch this!" Steven called out as he zipped past. Saul grinned eagerly, leaning forward and clasping 
his ankles. Steven crouched down low and sprang back up, board flying up with him. The board connected with 
the edge of the concrete wall, making one of Slash's favorite sounds as it slid along. He applauded his friend as 
he boarded back, skidding to a halt just in time to not hit Sauls pop or knees. 

"That was so rad, Stevie!" Saul cheered, giving him a high-five. Steven grinned stupidly, joining Saul by sitting 
cross-legged under the main section of the playplace. The gravel crunched under him as he settled in. Saul 
picked up his Pepsi and offered Steven a drink. The thirsty boarder accepted the offering greatfully, chugging 
down a third of it. 

"Dude | think l'm getting better!" he said as he wiped his mouth. He let out a long belch and they both laughed. 
"I know you are! | could never do anything like that..." Saul grinned stupidly and looked down at his sneakers in 
front of him. 

"You're so good on your bike, though," Steven nudged Saul with his elbow. 

‘Okay, fair enough," Saul chuckled. 

"Man, | love skipping school with you," Steven sighed and leaned back against the underside of the slide. 

"Of course you do, I'm awesome," Saul teased. 

"You are," Steven agreed with a little laugh. 


"Not that awesome," Slash turned red like he always did when he was complimented. 


| dunno, man, | can see you gettin’ real good at the guitar and goin’ places." 

"| wouldn't go anywhere without my best buddy," Saul held out his knuckles and Steven tapped them with his 
own. 

"I AM gonna be the world's best drummer," he said seriously. They both laughed after a moment. 

"Our band is gonna make it big, Stevie. | can see it now.." he trailed off as he seemed to think of something 
more important and reached into the breast pocket of his flannel. Steven's eyes widened. 

"How did you sneak that past your grandma?" 

"Man, she doesn’t see anything these days," Saul dismissed Steven and fished around for his lighter. 

Steven produced one from his back pocket. Saul clicked it a few times before the tiny flame took. He let it die 
down a few moments later and inhaled deeply. Steven accepted his lighter back. 

"| can't go home smelling like that," Steven said as Saul offered to share. Saul sighed and measured his most 
disappointed glare at Steven. Steven shrunk under it, eyes darting away to look at the swingset. 

"Come on, Stevie!" 

"Naw, man, seriously." 

"Since when did drugs hurt anybody? | bet you we could get high every day and nothing bad would ever 
happen" 

Steven could not supply an answer or rebuke Saul's statement. He took what Saul offered. 


